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Lou. Oh! papa, you have hurt me. Oh! I am
dying.                                  (She pretends to be dead.)

AEG. Hullo! What is this? Louison, Louison.
Oh ! my God ! Louison. Oh ! my daughter ! Oh !
wretch that I am, my poor child is dead. What
have I done ? Oh ! these cursed birch rods. Plague
take the switches! Oh ! my poor daughter,, my
poor little Louison !

Loir. There, there, papa, do not cry so much, I am
not quite dead.

ARG. What an artful little girl! Oh! dear,, dear, I
will forgive you this time, on condition you really
tell me everything.

Lou. Oh! yes, papa.

ARG. Now mind you take care though, for my little
finger, which knows everything, will tell me if you
lie.

Lou. But papa, do not tell my sister what I tell
you.

ARG. No, no.

Lou. A man came to my sister's room when I was
there, papa.

ARG. Well?

Lou. I asked him what he wanted and he told me he
was her singing-master.

ARG. Oh, indeed. So that was his business. And
then ?

Lou. My sister came in after that.

ARG. Well?

Lou. She said to him, e Go away, go away, go away,,
Good Heavens, go away; you will drive me to de-
speration. '

ARG. And then ?

Lou. He would not go.

ARG. What did he say to her ?

Lou. He said all sorts of things to her.

AUG. And after that ?

Lou. He said this., that^ and a lot more things, that
he loved her much, and that she was the most beau-
tiful girl in the world.